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LOYELINESS AT CROMER. 

“* Poor Pa hates dulness, and as dulness seemed to have been the prevailing evil at Cromer, he determined to do something in order to flick up things a bit. 

Promptly the idea suggested itself to his mind of starting a beauty show, in which loveliness should be allowed to compete on payment of five shillings entrance 

Jee. The notion was @ grand one, competitors flocking up by the score. So far as the preliminary proceedings were concerned, everything went off splendidly ; 
ut when it was announced that Poor Ma, Cousin Evelina and Aunt Geeser had secured the first prizes, ructions prevailed.” —Toorsie. 


ONCE MORE EXTINGUISHED. A BANDIT CHIEF. 


A WRITER, in August, 1856, gives a curiously interesting 
account of Schobry’s (the Hungarian bandit) love for prac: 
tical jokes. Here is one that brought about his own death, i! 

At the time a large reward had been offered for Schobry's 
apprehension, his numerous robberies and murders having 
made him the terror of the whole country round. In spite 
of this, Schobry, disguised as a grazier, had the audacity to 


‘ 
wait on the commanding officer in one of the principal t ‘ 
towns, and, pretending he had been robbed, said he could a) 
point out the dreaded robbers’ den. Of the military expe- j i 1 
dition, led by a major and guided by one of Schobry’s band, | 


four soldiers deserted, two were suffocated in an intricate 
swamp, and the rest, having missed their guide, crawled 
home in a pitiful plight next day. 

While this was doing, Schobry himself called upon the 
head of the police and induced him to send a strong body 
of men and about twenty peasants, Schobry himself acting 
as guide, to a cavern, into which Schobry, he said, would 
enter alone, unarmed and drowsy, at the time of taking his 
siesta. This cavern, for more than half a century, had been 
a haunt of thieves, and horrible murders had taken place 
there. It was also said to be haunted. [nthe centre of it 
was a chasm, which, although only nine feet wide, was 
“I should be sorry to ninety feet deep. To cross this there was asmall portable 
out, Maria, besten have to try corporal punish- 2.“In your present heated state of mind, I'm 3. “But if I may come out now, darling, I'll take bridge, with an iron rail, and Schobry offered to go forward 

afraid it would bave little effect ! the baby for an airing!" and see that all was right, accompanied by four of th " 
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police. Among these was an old corporal, who eagerly volunteered 
to be of the party; and when they reached the cave and had 
fixed the bridge, Schobry noticed that this man's carbine was not 
only on full cock, but was directed towards him from the priming 
position, He, however, affected not to notice this threatening 
attitude, and, returning, reported all safe. The police entering with 
a number of torches, Schobry proposed exploring aside gallery, 
andagain the corporal thrust himself forward, They went together, 
and returned to announce an extraordinary discovery. Schobry 
and not less than thirty of his fellows must have been disturbed 
while feasting there upon the previous day, because a table was 
spread with all kinds of meats and wine. A general rush was made 
for the good things, and within an hour Schobry and the corporal 
were the only two sober persons present, 

Schobry then proposed to this close sticking customer that they 
should fill four large jugs with water, there being none on the 
table, Schobre led the way, filled the four pitchers, and motioned 
to his companion to take up his share, The latter, stooping low, 
obeyed, and at the instant turned somersault across them, Before 
he could well reach his feet, another kick sent him sprawling, and 
Schobry had crossed the bridge and pulled it up after him. 

The sentinels left outside had long ago been pinioned and dragged 
away by the banditti. A yell of rage arose within, and shots were 
tired, but Schobry, walking coolly up to the police left in charge of 
some carts in which they had travelled to the spot, told them that 
the bandit chief was captured, and that he and some others would 
be brought across country to acertain town nine German miles 
away. They, he said, were to bring the carts, give their horses 
twenty-four hours’ rest, and wait for the Chief Commissary's 
arrival, 

By this plan Schobry managed that no alarm could reach head- 
quarters for four days, by which time the Special Commissary and 
his retinue would have ample time to sleep off their wine and lay 
in rheumatism. Whether they would have any food left or any 
torchlight by which to seek for the fatal tank, the robber did not 
trouble to think, and it was not till the third day that he wrote to 
say the whole party had joined Schobry's band, and were to be 
found at the famous cave. The consternation of the authorities 
was great, and troops were sent out to capture the police. 

Then a hue and cry was raised. By constant change of disguise, 
Schobry managed for some weeks to avoid detection; but at 
length, in the common room of a village inn, was recognized by 
his old friend the corporal, who soon fetched a number of his men 
to assist in the capture. Schobry was in bed, sleeping heavily. 
The corporal entered with atorch, and the robber started up. Four 
soldiers at the door tired on him, and he fell back dead. is bod) 
was afterwards exposed, to the terror of evil-doers. 

* ° * e * ° 
THE BLUDLEss Bol, 
Cuapp. CXXXI. 

ey fees the combatt stil continoo woondead inn aw] porshuns 
off there fraims, pantin fore breth and reekin with gawer the 
desprite bois fite onn the phrogg is squash. . . . 

(Nert week,“ A Seventcen-year-vld Highwayman.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


aS 

*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea Pah envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


‘Twas funny, indeed, JOHN, the insect waa sly ; In fact it was 
what peaple aftenterm fly. You're quite right, OLD CHAP, he was, 
doubtless, afraid That you with your shop would ruin his trade, 
So stick to your planand no notice take, And, BILLY, to you is 
awarded the cake. Arthur Shrewsbury, YOUNG Boy, there's really 
no doubt, Is of batsmen the finest in England or out. Of wives 
which are English we're pretty well sick, Although the discus- 
sion is funny, OLD NICK. Well, yes, perhaps 'twere best that we 
should at once stop it, So for eer, CONSTANCE BRIGHTEYES, we're 
decided to drop it. Try once again, NEUL, and then take a rest, 
The laurels are sure to be won by the best. Be satisfied, HAL, 
you're settled for life, So don't fall in love with another man’s wife. 

= 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post-/ree: 
3 Monthe, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,”" 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue pe LA BANQUE. 


£150 


will be pard to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Raiiway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
wrth hes or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a capy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLoperR’s IHIALF-HOLIDAY" be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” és 
published apres hen the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 a'elock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


———— 


Fair American. Yes, you've some considerable buildings, here 
in London; but, taking it all in all, it don't compare with New 
York. By-the-by, what's required here in order to get married ? 

Nervous Englishman, Er—why, twenty-one days’ residence, 
don't you know, 

Fuir American, Twenty-one days! Oh, dear! how very pro- 
hibitive! ee 


“ HAVE you ever seen a black rose?” the horticulturist asked the 
sportsman. And the latter, who had followed the career of Peter 
Jackson with interest, said, * No; but I have seen a black rise.” 

ss 
= 
I NEVER loved a tree or flower 
But. ‘twas the first to fade away ; 
] never left my gamp at home 
But it was sure to rain all day. 
MoorRE (THE MERRIER). 
ss 


* 

_“ WHAT swagger note-paper you use. What d'ye call it?” a 
visitor asked Bladder pater. And the Olive Branch cut in with— 
“Pa generally uses promissory note-paper—at least, Mr. Snarler 
says 80. e* 

s 


Mrs. Smith, Whom is your letter from, Mr, 8.? 

Mr. Smith, From young Jones. Ie wants to borrow twenty 
pounds in order to get married. 

Mra, Smith (witha sniff). Of course you will not lend it him 
for such a purpose? 

Mr. Smith, Yes, 1 shall, Why shouldn't he have his share of 
suffering, like the rest of us? 


FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
439.--The “Cromer Bathing" Costume. 


— Stam * 


BOTANICAL. 
The Wild Sloperiensis, red nosed 


Street Vendor. Chestnuts, tuppence a 
double handful. 

Absent Minded Comite Editor. Thanks, no ; 
only buy new jokes, old man. 


“You see the dreadful expression on these two young people's faces. Probably 


you think t 


arrelling. Oh, no, they're not! they are only standing on 


"re qu 
the beach wit thelr faces to the sun.” 


Tow long have yon been in service 
“Three days.” 


here as cook?” 
“Wot! and not married yet?” 


“Ah, back in town again?” “Haw! 
—only passing through.” “Oh! where 
are you staying ?" “ Haw!—Sheerness.” 


BL 
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“ YEs,” said ALLY, as he left them before the bar of tho « Bl 
Pig,” “you will see me further on.” And an hour afterwards tliee 
did see him uncommonly further ox, He was seated in the c.,, 
and refreshing gutter, baling the water on to the pavement y.,,; 
the immortal white hat. The Old Man had been reac ing “The hae 
Sb a had got milked. fie homes the jolly boat was si; 
ing from being swamped, and he would play the if hex, 
tarred and feathered for it. ‘és my hero, if he was 

s 


The Host's Youngest. Don't your shoes feel v ab 
when you walk, M ig Nuryche? mr mecemsloriabls 
Mrs, Nuryche. Dear me, what an extraordinary question! \v; 
do you ask, child? ee 

The Host's Youngest. Oh, only 'cos pa snid the other day, <i;,. 
you'd come into your money you'd got far too big for your thant 
[And the band played the same old tun,. 
*s 


s 
THE paper boy on the war trail’s gone 
Near Ludgate cab-rank you'll find him ; 
With Star and Ecao he gallops on, 
“ And. Spee cet Soa bak nd him. 
Special Star /” shouts the strong lunged bo: 
Midst the City money aginueras . cs 
And the anxious punter hails with joy 
His shriek of “ All the winners !’ 
ss 
s 
HE was a haughty boy, and he meant to let everybody know tho 
wealth and magnificence of his parents; so when one of j,\< 
schoolfellows proadly said, “ We have a man in livery at hon,” 
he went one better with, “That’s nothing: we have a man | 
possession.” ° 
Sympathetic Friend, So your book wasn't much of a success, ¢!), 
old man? 
Author. No, wretched. The critics behaved so badly over it, 
you know. 
Sympathetic Friend. Pitched into it, I we ppese? 
Author. Bless you, no such luck ! They all ignored it. 
se 


nm 


s 
Mrs. STOUTGALL has been down to Kentish Town-on-Sea._ ; 
young enthusiast there has been amusing himself by taking 
snap photographs He's rather short sighted, though: he thougi:: 
he had got a lovely study of the red gas buoy in the harty ur 
However, after all, it was only Mrs. Stoutgall in her brand new 
blazer bathing dress. “° 


Mrs. Nigly. Our hostess is careful not to show her age. 

Mr. Nagly. Do you think so, dear?’ Why, I thought how very 
passée she was looking this afternoon, j 

Mrs. Nigly. \'ve looked everywhere, my dear—in the family 
Bible, two birthday books and a whole lot of school prizes, but tie 
dates are carefully obliterated, *\° 


IT is really wonderful how fond some girls are of ices. We know 
of one girl who had all her molars, grinders, eyes and wisdom, taken 
out, and had a brand new false set of upper and lower jaw, so that 
she should never get the toothache if she took on more thau fifty 
penny ices in one morning. ee 

s 


Jenkins. You mightn’t believe it, old fellow, but I was offered 
seventy guineas for this nag the other day. 
Zompkins, You don't say so; it’s wonderful what a long price 
these dealers in antiquities will give to indulge their hobby. 
s* 


s 
THEY asked him to sing “Once Again”; 
He said he didn’t know it, 
But sang them something else. With pain 
They heard that tenor go it. 


Then, why that young man wouldn't sing 
Yhe song they named was plain, 
Since no one would for anything 
Hear him sing once again. 
zs 


The Hostess (not strictly musical), Oh, what a truly lovely piece 
Do tell me whose that is. 
The Professor. Vhat--oh, that is one of Mozart's. f 
The Hostess, Mozart's? Oh, indeed. And is he composing stil!’ 
The Professor, No, wy dear madam, 1 should say he was de- 
coinposing now, es 
a 


“Do you know the “Brave Old Duke of York”? she inquired of 
him at the musical “ At home.” And he responded, quietly, “ No— 
er—can’t say I do. Fact is, I've only been into one or two pubs in 
the neighbourhood.” And you could have cut the sileuce that 
followed into thick solid chunks. 

| 
. 

ScENE—Railway Carriage. Enter Commercial with heavy po't- 
manteau, which:he places on rack immediately above nervous 
old gentleman's head. 

a G. Excuse me, sir, but—er—your trunk looks very unsaie 
up there, : 

TPeumirdial (cheerfully). Oh, that’s all right. There's nothinz 
in it that'll break if it does drop. 
ss 


* 

THERE'S no knowing how some people treasure everything that 
reminds them of the object of their affections. The other diay. a! 
Margate, Miss Charlotte Flareup fell off the steps of the machine 
on to the top of a whacking big jelly fish. Blest if her young man 
didn't spend £99 198. 113d. on having that fish caught and chem! 
cally ossified, and a plaster enst taken of the indentation, Tliats 
something like true love, and half a quartern over. 

-*¢ 


s 

Bachelor. Vm broken-hearted, old man, Julia has jilted me— 
thrown me over like an old glove. : ; 

Married Man. Never mind, old boy. Cheer up! It might have 
been worse. 

Bachelor. Worse! How could it have been worze? 

Married Man. She might have married you. 

ss 


* 
YE mariners of England 
Who loaf about the sands 
And tell the trippers what you've seen 
On far off seas and Jands ; . 
Who put our faith to strenuous struu— 
1 really don’t know 
To whom the Anauias cake 
Should in all fairness go— 
If you or Yankee snake tale men 
Best bend the good long how. 
THE CoMING CAMPBELL. 
* 


Isaacs. S'help me, ma tear, I nefer see sich a trick before! He 
comes inter my shop and he say, “ Isaacs,” he say, “| vants + | me 
And when I fits him with the best in the place, he suddeuly ('" 
round and dash out inter the street, and I nefer see him no ae ; 

Aaron. Ah, I suppose it was one of your famous ‘ cut awl) 
coats that he went with. *° 


THOSE volunteer chaps shouldn't be allowed to drink abel 
They get that reckless and wild like that there is no holdin: eet 
in, The other day when poor ALLY was down at W Sean 
Scrubbs, he eat down by accident on some whitewashed _ Sake 
Bless me, if 2 couple of them volunteers didn’t mistake him ANE 
new patent movable target, and began letting fly at him with | 
rifles, It was lucky they didn’t hit him, or there would ae. s 
something more serious than breaking the bank at Sloper Ila. ! 
darning cotton and diachylum plaster. 
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TOOTSIE AT RHYL. 


—~—. 


nyt. is not picturesque, but it is clean, “If,” says the guide- 
b vou want a really good and picturesque old town, you may, 
tL a asa rule, make up 
your mind to ner- 
row and dirty 
streets, bad drain- 
age and insuf- 
ficiency of light 
and air.” 

There are an aw- 
ful lot of babies at 
Rhyl. They don't 
grow there, but are 
imported from 
various Midland 


towns, and bring | 


their mammas and 
nurses with them. 


Rhyl, the guide- | 


hook tells me, is 


“preeminently a | 


place of family re- 
sort, Its visitors 
are of the quieter 
class, in the main 
decorons and re- 
spectable people, 
who want sea air 
and quiet and 
somewhat less of 
the rowdy element, 
which is so con- 
spicuous in some 
of the popular 
watering - places.” 
This passage was 
written before our party had burst upon the astonished gaze of the 
inhabitants. They will remember our visit to Rhyl. 

There is a very nice pier with a Pavilion Theatre, at which enter- 
tainments are given, and a promenade with splendid scenery. The 
heach and the bathing are very good ; “but,” says the guide-book 
(addressing the male men things, of course), “take care that you 
doe not blunder into the domain of the opposite sex, as you may 
possibly find yourself in the unpleasant predicament of being 
hauled up before the authorities and ordered to pay a fine. They 
are very particular at Rhyl.” Unfortunately for the Dook Snook, 
Le is very short-sighted, and went into the water without his eye- 
glass. They will remember us at Khyl. 

Tottie, Lardi and I, in exceptionally fetching dresses, went to 
bathe, and were, you can easily understand, the observed of all 
observers; but somehow we stopped too long in the water, and, 
the tide rising quickly, the ocean poured into our machine and 
played havoe with Tottie’s underclothes, There was an awful fuss 
over our rescue, aud gallant deeds were done by a young man, who 
soaked his socks and ruined his shoes carrying us to the dry land, 
They will remember us at Rhyl. 

We have been practising archery, to the delight and astonish- 
ment of the male Rhylers who crowded to see. “A was an archer 
who shot at a frog, and L was a Lardi who killed a poor dog,” or 


\l£ 


Au awkward predicamen:, 


Practice with the bow. 


very nearly so, but he sat down to scratch himself at the moment, 
te the arrow glanced by him, They will remember us at 
VV, 

lhe Summer Gardens are very pretty and pleasant, with grand 
Views of sea and mountain, while for minds like that of Billy, are 
provided a monkey house and a switchback. The monkey, who ate 
tue best part of a box of wax matches Billy gave him, will remem- 
ber Billy anywhere. 

Moke it altogether, this has not been a pleasant tour; but, thank 
clues! itis nearly at an end. We start for Liverpool at the end 
of the week, and will look in at New Brighton; and after that, 
Battersea and the Home for Lost Dogs!!! 
: The last little bit of disngreeableness has been a quarrel and fight 
tween the Dook Snook and Billy. It arose, it would appear, from 
Hilly having called the Dook a camel. The Dook, who said he had 
aoa been called a camel before, was naturally much hurt, and 
knocked Billy's hat off and kicked Billy when stooping to pick it 
up. This Billy pronounced to be unmanly, and went for Snook’s 
Walstcoat with his head like a garden goat. The Dook said this 
Ws contrary to the Queensberry Rules, and kicked Billy again when 
See mors stooping for his hat. Blood would very soon have been 
shed had not Lardi and Tottie torn the combatants asunder. 


The pugilists, 


ae ee come by land from Llandudno, owing to the mutiny 
NT Views ir fh yacht, which is now in the hands of the crew, Latest 
Crossbur eeu Ug that the crew has hoisted the Black Flag and 
Mich ess and is sailing fur Ireland. They will remember us at 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


MASTER OF THE SITUATION. 
YounG Counterjumper Jones, in togs 
Weil worth @ monarch’'s ransom, 
Through London streets serenely jogs 
In Cabman Johnson's hansom, ~~ 

But when, anent the lezal fare, 
Ere starting, some dissension 

Occurs, pray concentrate on their 
Demeanour your attention, 

The masher's voice is haughty, loud, 
Imperious, consequential ; 

The cabman’'s bearing humble, cowed 
And deeply defereutial, 


Young Cabman Johnson (who about 
To take his bride to church is) 

A gorgeous ready ™ade riy-out 
From Muriel's Steves doth purchase, 

The manu who waits on him the fair 
Young Counterjumper Jones is ; 

And something to be learnt from their 
oni permeate and their tones is, 

The cabman orders coat and “ trowze"” 
With hauteur stern, vet venial ; 

The salesman scrapes and fawns and bows, 
Aud cringes like a menial, 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(Written by himsel/, with passing observations and Sootnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER XXV. 

LOVE IN SECRET, 

T ADORED the future Mrs, Sloper. The attachment, so to speak, 
worrited me, She was mixed with every thought [ had, 

(Then that time of his life must have been all “ Unsweetened ” 
and Mrs, Sloper mixed. [ am sure he has had “ Unsweetened ” 
more ou his mind than anything else. I believe if ALLY was 
brought up before the Old Bailey for poisoning his children and 
burying them under the dustbin, if he was asked to say what he 
mal ts his defence, he would murmur, softly, “ Unsweetened."— 

ca. 

I always referred to her as the Ownest. Many is the time have 
T, in the watches of the night, stood on the dustbin three gardens 
off to catch the reflection of her lovely form on the blind. 

(“On the blind,” indeed! 1 should think he must have been 
pretty well on the blind when he tried that fakement. There ain't 
ho more real sentiment in ALLY than you could put inside Tootsie's 
arp te she has flattened it by sitting down on it by accident, 
—McG. 

leven bribed her mother's domestic to convey notes to her 
Many’s the needed Irish that has been cut off to find the necessary 
half-crown for that girl to take her Grenadier out on Sundays to 
buy him the needful “ bitter six.” 

I bribed her with pints of the curliest brown shrimp, with the 
most succulent winkles, and on one occasion with the latest ad- 
wired form of dress improver patronized by Royalty. 

Alas! my efforts to see my ownest were often bootless. 

(Bootless, indeed! They weren't always exactly that. He got 
the order of the boot from dear old pa pretty smart. An old pal 
of mine found him one day sitting down on the frozen granite 
pavement to cool himself. Old pa wore bluchers with copper 
toes.—I KY Mo.) 

Still the course of love progressed. I met my future father-in-law. 
oe said to me, “I don't care about a beggar who is always loafing 
about.” 

I answered, “I work hard, sir! I hardly find breathing time for 
anvthing.” 

The stern Roman parent replied, “I wish you didn't find breathing 
time, you’ve been having a brace too many of them “ Unsweeteneds,”’ 
and would you mind standing a lamp-post or two further off?” 

It is thus that the kindliest natures are ever misunderstood. 

I yexed in secret, but still that love was the refining influence of 
my life. 

(Refining! I will say this, that ALLY has tried to do his best for 
me—which isn't saying much, though—but I often wished he 
hadn't come a-courting when he had been making his break fast off 
bloaters and Spanish onions.—MRs, SLOPER.) 

I loved long in silence. 

(I don't know that the old ‘un loved so very much in silence. 
He certainly didn’t do so on one occasion I've heard of, when old 

a came down, and tried to test the state of his liver with a double- 
reasted broomstick.—Mr. BOFFIN.) 

I shall speak further of the sweetest rose time of my life. 

(To be continued next week.) 
——— 


THE NEWEST NEW CULT. 
IN Letters or Art, if you seck to succeed, 
You must have an eye to the fashion ; 
And those “in the know, don't you know,” are agreed 
On what is the present-day passion. 
Your book, play or picture, whatever it be, 
l.ike vessel bereft of a rudder, 
Will drift, all abandoned—completely at sea, 
Unless ‘tis equipped with—a shudder. 


The Philistine age played a terrible part— 
It worshipped fair scenes and fair faces, 
Believing, in grovelling blindness, that Art 

Was, somehow, akin to the Graces. 
Our forefathers brutally covered their walls 
With subjects that were quite unpleasant ; 
Their greed for the beautiful truly appals— 
We're changing all that in the present. 


Oh, yes—we're improving each day more and more! 
Our taste we are bettering vastly ; 

Our favourite novelists wallow in gore, 
And Art's gaily growing more ghastly. 

Chacun @ son gott—let each swear by his craze— 
Be that Van Beers, Ibsen or Buddha; 

The creed of “the cult,” in these up-to-date days, 
In Letters and Art is—the Shudder. 


—_—_—_— 


AN ANTI-TEETOTALER. 

“Tr’s no use beating about the bush ; the thing has to be faced,” 
roared the temperance advocate, angrily, from his perch on an 
upturned champagne case at the street corner; something must be 
done to put a stop to the consumption of spirits ; something——” 

“Never knoo shpirits could have consumption," jeered a gentle- 
man in the front row, who had been listening to the sursaparilla man 
lower down, 

“Silence, scoffer! Do not jest, but listen to this extract from 
the Family Doctor : ‘¥orty-four per cent. of the lunatics in Swit- 
zerland lose their reason from brandy drinking ——'” 

“Jupiter! It’s the only country, then, where lunatics have any 
reason to lose, Just ‘ark at *im——” 

“ Do not interrupt. J.isten to this, and then jest and scoff if you 
can. ‘Forty-five per cent, of the criminals are given to drink. 


| Forty-five per cent.——' 


“Well, but what are they given to drink for? Drink don't 
blowmin’ well want ‘em.’ 

_ The cold water orator turned appealingly to the disciples on his 
right. 

“I cannot proceed for these interruptions,” he said. “ Brother 
Dewardodger, will you please lead the poor scofting sinner out of 
earshot the while we sing that beautiful refrain— 

“Small ‘lemon,’ pure ‘lemon,’ glorious lemonade 
We pour down the throttle 
At twopencea bottle 
Glorious lemonade!" 
+, 


e 


on 
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AN UNPOPULAR CHARACTER. 


ee 


He was a disagreeable old brute. There waa no doubt abont 
that, because everybody said so ; and what every body says must be 
true—at least, ' Sit 
everybody says it ! | 
must, 

Mrs. Jobson, the | 
second tloor front, 
said he ought to 
have lived in an 
uninhabited — de- 
sert island along 
with wild Indians 
and savages, the 
measure of his 
offence being that 
he had grumbled 
because her dear 
little children 
(only seven of 
them) were play- 
ing at toboggan- 
ing down the 
stairs leading to 
his landing. 

No wonder he 
was an old bache- 
lor, No woman 
would throw her- 
self away ona 
mean spirited man 
like that, 

He was some- 
thing in the 
writing line, ru- 
mour said. and 
rumour would say something about everybody who lived in Ragz’s 
Rents. It was reported that he had spent years and years of his 
life and nearly all his fortune on some scientific book he was 
preparing that he said was going to astonish creation, 

Of course, when they heard he was in that line, everybody in 
Ragg's Rents put him down as being cracked at once, aud under- 
stood his being such a barbarian with regard to children, 

Young Mr, Simkins, who was in the hatter line, used to take him 
off beautifully. He used to come courting Mrs. Jobson's sister, 
and he used to make all the family laugh till the tears came into 
their eyes at the way he “took off" old Mr. Granby. 

One night, they could hear him walking to and fro in his room 
on the first floor and mumbling to himself, so they amused them- 
selves by pulling at his bell-wire ; and every time he went to the 
door and saw nobody there, they shrieked with laughter. Onty, the 
sixth time Mr, Simkins did it, the mean wretch had been waiting 

| yoy for him, and he 

1 dtd popped out of a 
: corner, took him by 
the collar and shook 
him likearat. They 
all told him he 
ought to beashamed 
of himself, and 
every body was more 
than ever agreed 
that he was a dis- 
agreeable old brute. 

And then he had 
the impudence to 
knock at Mrs, Job- 
son's door ten min- 
utes afterwards and 
say, “| think one of 
your children is cry- 
ing.” And Mrs. Job- 
son replied natur- 
ally, “Ho, indeed! 
And what's the Hact 
of Parliament to 
prevent a child from 
cryin’ in its own 
home, I should like 
to know?” And 

husband _ said, 
“Look ‘ere, I’m a 
workin’ man, | am, 
It don't ‘urt my 
nerves. I don't set 
down an’ scribble a 
lot o’ rubbish on bits o’ paper, I don't.” But who should step 
down but Mrs. Miggs, and she whispered, “For goodness sake, 
Mrs. Jobson, go up and see if your children are all right! 1 
believe there’s somethink burnin’.” 

They all rushed up to the third floor, and it was as well they did. 
The smoke was rolling in clouds out of the room and down the 
stairs, and it was as much as Mr. and Mrs. Jobson could do to get 
the children out, while her sister went off for the fire-engine and 
Mr. Simkins ran up and down the next street, shouting, “ Fire, tire!” 

It seemed Mrs. Jobson’s eldest girl had been, as usual, reading in 
bed and set the curtains on fire. 

But, in the confusion, Mrs. Jobson thought that her husband had 
brought out little Johnnie, their three-year-old ; and he thought 
she was carrying Johnnie, and the result was that Johnnie was in 
the room, 

They made a rush up the stairs again, but the smoke beat them 


ack. Ben 

“Oh, my Johnnie!" \ 
shrieked Mrs. Job- 
son,'and her husband 
groaned. 

“What, that fairy 
faced, golden haired 
little scamp!” said 
old Mr. Granby. “We 
mustn't Jeave him 
there;" and, would 
you believe it, the 
tied a towel svaked 
with water round his 
nose and mouth, and 
crawled on his hands 
and knees up the 
stairs and along the 
floor, all through that 
black, blinding 
smoke and flame, and 
he reached Johnnie's 
cot just as the flames 
were licking round 
it, and dragged him 
out just in time to 
save him from suffo- 
cation. 

The firemen came 
up in time to save the 
blaze from spreading, 
whichwas just as well, 
as that book of Mr, Just 
Cranby's, which was F : 
saved, brought hima thonsand pounds not long after, Bat, since 
the night he got badly burned to save little Johnnie ne ane has 
ever dared to call him’a disagreeable old brute—at least, notin the 
presence of Mrs, Jobson, 


Shook Lim like a rat. 


* One of your children is crying.” 


in time, 


(Saturday, September 24, 1899. caturday, September 24, 1892.) 
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“T've quite an original idea {., 
capturing mashes, Fasten your hat. 


Yokel. Mav Thiss thee, Liss ? | 
tes N 


Lady. Do you always take your sister's part ? loosely, so that theslightest gust of w in; 
otear! soxpence ismy price fora kiss, and cheap, tuo ; “Give me the glasses, Tom, quick, there's a dooced fine woman in the Koy. Don t I just, mum; give her something nice, will remove it, and the deed is done.” 
Hane ehlessed sketehian’ artists seem te think so, | water, Ugh! drat it—why, it’s only my wife!” and you'll soon see, Extract from Letter of Young Lav. 


» fas Sloper wilt be itiyhte to rene phutupraphsiromtue | OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—PROFESSOR HUXLEY. 


@ her rrieuds whose portraits have wot yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


Here we are again! Ladies and gen 
and peruse the following descriptive and 
form, but—there, | won't be conceited. Fx 
and party:—To find the enemy, no doubt 
hace a decent crop, If soon the dreadful 

<n Cae - SSS 
—saies 
Some person has been writing to the papers, stating that it was he who handed | mouth the other morning he thought he would doa turn with them, so fortifvine 
Professor Huxley a tract, Nothing of the kind—it was, alas! A. SLorER. But | himself witha walletfal and a pair of black gloves he sallied out.—(4). Meetiue 
listen, (1), From youth upwards the F.0.M. has been of a scientific turn, When a | an old lady in weeds, he considered she required spiritual consolation and handle! 
little boy his scientific research led him to anatomize his grandmamma’s bellows, to her a tract. She accepted it gratefully, and, taking his arm, said she would go vl 
ascertain where the wind came from.—(2), But he fell a saddened martyr to science, | with him and assist in the distribution, To disengage himself, observiny s! 
through a good large and sinewy hand, in the shape of “what for.” Can it then | wore the blue ribbon. he said he felt poorly and must take a little something medicin 
be wondered at that it has been the desire of his life to interview that eminent | ally. She also remarked that she was subject to spasms, and felt ‘em coming on 
philosopher and man of science, Professor Huxley? Anxiously he has been looking | would accompany him. At the bar. of a neighbouring hostelry, upon two f 
No. 253.—Miss Matp JENNINGS. for an opportunity.—(3). It is here necessary to mention that only last Sunday | “Unsweetened” hot being ordered, he excused himself for a moment and tled.— 
Mbit th ee BN NINGS: week, while waiting for the public house to open at the corner of his street, A.SLUPEK | Then making his way to the sea front, he, at the risk of his life, ventured to the «\ 
“No earthly love is mine—an angel she from Heaven.” beguiled the time by listening to a party holding forth in the middle of the road, | treme end of a groin and proffered a tract on the end of his umbrella to 4 lady / 
— The Dook Snook. The party's words struck home, and he came to the conclusion that he was a miser- bather, but she only got wild and splashed him, Then seeing a gentleman wiv NonsPrafaatau z 
“To be her slave I'd sell my soul.” —Lord Bob able rnin, and to bis honour let it go forth that he waited not for the door of the looked, he thought, as if he wanted saving, he hurried up and handed him a hive heave Chiesa Friend. Wot d'yer say, Bill? 
. grees f Z jug and bottle department to be opened, but fled from the honse asif from the plague, little one, headed, “ Where are you going on Sunday ?”——(6). Horror! it was Pru- Wiaien cll at the theayter, with sich a beard as th 
“By her beauty am I ravished; my heart for her grows and sent Jubilee to get his bottle replenished. Since then he has broken out in fessor Huxley himself, who got in a rage. tore up the document, seized A. SLOPERS un eile Wot I means by the ‘eavy swell is the 
tenler.” —The Hon. hilly, tracts, and distributes them on every available occasion. Finding himself in Bar- umbrella and banged him well with it. His hat, he fears, is irretrievably ruined. : the stage in the Lights o’ ‘Ome, ye bally one ey: 
se eee a sea SES er ne Siete tee Beane Bee peers aN a  Seaclem Oe a 
} 
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7 eens avi 1 les yourself last night, eh? Suppose 
(2), “Lue Elver, Low.ver, did not quite approve, and said, “ De'il take ye putty faced human gargoil; dae ye think A’m a wuldng octep4>: ur the doctor, 


‘ f 
f } (1). The famous Port Glasgow paint, McSlap, is instructed by the Kirk w “de” the Elder, 
' 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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Wash 2g: laig-beardls. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here we are Giee ! Ladies and gentlemen, wipe your eyes, Open your ears, clear your throats, 
and peruse the following descriptive and poetical effusions. They're not quite up to Shakes pearian 
form, but—there, | won't be conceited. Forward.—Up the mountain, hale and hearty, Sve the G. O, M. 
andl party :—To find the enemy, no doubt, The search light is the best thing out :—We might now 
hace a decent crop, If soon the dreadful rain would stop :— Upon the stage again do we A famous 


ROUGH 


, en-Professional Friend. Wot d’yer say, Bill? Yer plays the 
Heavy swell at the theayter, with sich a beard as that, too? 

; Mstrion. Wot T means by the ‘eavy swell is the rollin’ billers 
under the stage in the Lights o’ ‘Ome, ye bally one eyed mustang ! 


A 


| Mh rm 


Wie, Enjoyed yourself last night, eh? Suppose that means 


“to send for the doctor, less Alpine, and yct not exactly a Sahara Desert. 


Artist (reading card). “Peter Woodruff, Model, aged 60, good colour, rugged.” H'm, yes; I sce. * 
Well, you are just a trifle too rocky for me, you know, 


steeple-chaser see :— For acting as he didn't ought, A driver wasto justice brought :—The genial 
Corbett takes the bun, and J. L, hardly likes the fun :—To prison now this wicked wretch, Will 
now be sent to serve a stretch.—After the Ancient Edifice, for originality of idea, commend me to 
Sir Augustus Harris ; who but he would have thought of purchasing a Grand National winner for 
| stage purposes? Well done, Gussie, old boy !——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


ON HIM. 


GETTING A BIG GIRL NOW. 
“ Ma says I'm getting too big for this sort of thing. What bosh! 
Why should a girl give up all that makes life pleasant because 
she's a year older than she was twelve months ago?” 


Oh, they're intended to 


He. These gaiters and things? 
improve the shape of the ley. 


The sort cf face I want is something rather . 2 é 
| She. 1 thought they were meant to conceal tie absence of one. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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THE bibulons reveller, whose hobby it seems is to make night 
horrible by his pamful attetnpts at singing snatches from the 

latest popu- 

lar songs, 
\ has received 
s }\ unexpected 
wee loom GF Ae J encouray e- 
7 Ment from 
Mr. Magis- 
trate Plow. 
den, Ac- 
cording to 
this learn. 
ed gentle- 
nevn’s rules 
ing, the 
mere act of 
singing is 
not, in itself, 
an offence ; 
and where 
there is no 
offence 
there can be 
no punish- 
ment. This 
is very un- 
promising 
news for 
the genial 
householder, tired almost, perhaps, to death after his hard day's toil, 
and the only thing left him, now that police protection is refused, is 
to take the law into his own hands, Boot jacksare good instruments 
for shying purposes, as are old shoes, but perhaps the best of all is 
the cold water cure. No householder should retire to rest without 
n plentiful supply of water together with a substantial garden squirt, 
if possible, Then, should occasion arise, the midnight warbler will 
meet with a reception little expected. 

ss 
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Deby Cone 


A COMMITTEE of gentlemen, among them A. SLOPER, have taken 
the Britannia Theatre, Hoxton, for October 13th and Mth, when a 
benefit will be given for Tom Lovell, F.O.S8., who for so many 
years appeared as clown in Mrs. Lane's Christmas Pantomimes. 
Tom is a first-rate chap, and he must have a real bum per this time. 
Rally round, boys, and get your tickets at once. ‘Tom Lovell's 
address is, Clown House, 25 Oxford Road, Islington, N., and he'll 
tell you all about the show if you ask him, 

= 

THE chilly mornings and cold evenings are doing their work. 
The upper reaches of the Thames are fast becoming deserted, and 
a good many of the house-boats are 
wlready shut up. Life on the river, 
however pleasant it may be in the 
sunshine and heat of summer, does 
not exactly commend itself to loveli- 
ness during the chilly weeks of 
Autumn, and the consequence is that 
the fair sex, as far as the river is con- 
cerned, is only conspicuous by its 
absence. Of course, a few fishing and 
shooting enthusiasts still remain, but, 404° 
with the exception of these indi- 4°% se 
viduals, the river almost resembles } cP, 
a desert island. What the Thames 
loses the seaside gains. Probably 
this is to be accounted for by the 
fact that A. SLOPER has not yet 
finished his tour, The girls are pro- 
verbially fond of ALLY. 

. 
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LETTERS continue to pour in, from 
statesmen of all ranks, requesting 
A, SLOPER'S assistance ia the solving 
of the eight hours’ labour a day prob- 
lem. Now, this question, to any man 
but SLOPER, would be a difficult one 
to tackle. But the Eminent fears not. 
The seaside tour once brought toa 
conclusion, and A. SLOPER will be 
ready and fresh to tackle even the 
Home Rule question, if necessary. 
Meanwhile, perhaps deputations re- 
presenting the different trade unions 
in this country will kindly wait on the Crumbling Edifice and give 
their views on the question. Many heads are better than one, and, 
although too many cooks sometimes spoil the broth, this sort of 
thing may, with a little tact, be easily avoided. 

s¢ 
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HAVING taken trotting under his own especial patronage, it is 
only natural that A, SLOPER should have been present at the two 
Jast meetings at Alexandra Park. That he enjoyed himself goes 
without saying, and his only regret is that trotting cannot well be 
carried on during the winter months, The Kminent means to go 
in strongly for trotting next year, and has already opened negotia- 
tions with the Battersea cats’-meit purveyor in reference to forming 
a stud of horses—a stud which will include all the best thorough- 
breds obtainable at £1 a head. , « 

s 


MAGNET-LIKE in its attractive powers Venice at Olympia con- 
tinues to be patronised by thousands of visitors weekly. Quite a 
byeword in 
London is 
“Have you 
seen Venice?” 
and upon 
those who 
answer in the 
negative pity 
is freely lav- 
} ished, Venice 
is really a 
splendid 
show, so its 
popularity 
is not to be 
wondered at. 
Every detail 
in the pro- 
gramme is 
carried out 
without a 
hitch, and the 

tage manage- 
ment is noth- 
ing less than 
perfection. 
The iece 
selected for 
depicting old 
- . Venetian Life 
is William Shakespeare's Merchant ef Veniee, and although 
Shakespearian students mav feel a little chagrined at such a 
beautiful play being utilized for this purpose, the feeling of the 
general public is one of satisfaction, especially as the piece answers 
its purpose eapitally, One of the most interesting features of the 
show are the gondolas, and visitors to Venice must on no account 
fail to patronise one of these vessels, 
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| these young and lovely crea- 
| display of enthusiasm on the 


| the idea of platonic friend- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE girls of the “Friv.” are eagerly looking forward to A. 
SLOPER'S return to town, and a great reception awaits him on his 


arrival in’ the metropolis, ae 
“Unsweetened” unlimited (« > 
| has been laid on for the ocea- Saat 


sion, and the girls have 
already engaged a triumphal 
car and a donkey in which to 
draw the Crumbling Editice 
from the station, ‘Tis really 
almost touching to see how 


tures cling to the Ancient 
Old Humbug, and after this 


part of the girls, those who 
ure always ready to scoff at 


ship between men and women 
may now retire into their 
shells, or seek for other ob- 
jects at which to shy their 
mud, * 


LittLte Mary Collette, 
Tootsie’s friend and Charlie 
Collette’s “own insect,” has 
been playing in a Pair of 
Lunatics, at the Lyric, in 
front of Cigarette, which her 
father so excellently staye- 
managed and produced, ' 
Charlie himself, having launched the ship at the Lyric, has joined 
Mrs. Langtry at the Haymarket. Bar A, SLOPER, there's no man 
living who possesses the same amount of Ginger that Our Charlie 
does, +9 


‘TIs with great regret that we hear that a base attempt has been 
made on the life of the young and popular Duke of York, The 
repeated failure of steel, lead, and dynamite in other countries, has 
induced the would-be assassin on this occasion to use other means. 
The weapon selected was the common or garden trousers of 
everyday commerce, From information received we gather that a 
pair of these garments, ordered for the use of this genial youth, was 
actually made xert door to a house several of the occupants of which 
were laid up with the fever, Horrible! was it not / What these mis- 
creants will be up to next heaven only knows. Meanwhile, we beg 
to tender the Duke our sincere congratulations on his narrow 
escape from what might have been an untimely death. 

se 
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THE news of the defeat of J. L. Sullivan has been received with 
delight, both in Eugiand and America, Never previously has the 
defeat of a 
champion 
met with 
such general 
apprecia- 
tion. For 
years past 
now J. L.'s 
friends have 
been gra- 
dually Wee 
ping off, 
until now, 
during the 
greatest trial 
of his life, 
there is not 
one to give 
him a hel 
ing hand, 
Sullivan’s 
greatest 
enemy was 
himself. A 
swaggerer, a 
vain ter 
and a bully 
he was hated 
by every- 
one, from the highest to the lowest; and as for drinking—well, 
SLOPER is not a bad hand at the game himself, and could probably 
lower sufficient in a few days to fill a decent sized cistern. But 
Sullivan wasa soaker of the most pronouuced type, and would take, 
in the course of a fortnight’s drinking bout, enough liquor to float 
the combined navies of the world, 


. 

THE Broken Down Pugilist has this day conferred the “Sloper 
Award of Merit” od J. CORBETT, because he is the champion 
puyilist of the world, “Wot's ver dodge now, feyther?” lisped 
the Guileless One. “Want ter kid Corby ter come over ‘ere ter 
wire inter the chucker out at the ‘Sloper Arms,’ eh? Yer tried the 
same game on with Slavin and Jackson, old ‘un, but——" A crash 
of glass, followed by a yell of pain, told asad tale. A son, fearing 
his father’s wrath, had sought the window as a means of escape, 
and, in his haste, had fallen headlong through, a distance of, per- 
haps, ten feet. Sticking-plaster was soon at a premium in the 
vicinity of that domicile. *,* 


HAVE you been to the Tivoli lately? Eh, what's that? Better 
amusement out of doors this weather?) Bosh! Such is not the 
case. Nothing can beat 
the entertainment at pre- 
sent provided at this house 

the genial Morton. 
Everything is first-rate— 
loveliness, comedians, and \ 
ballad singers alike. Dan 
Leno is here, as is also 
Charles Godfrey. Both 
are in their best form, and, 
of course, bring down the 
house nightly. By all 
means, go to the Tivoli. 


So far as the labour 
world is concerned, the 
fair sex will soon be able 
to give their sterner bro- 
thers points and a drub- 
bing. We learn that the 
editors of one or two of 
our well known Indies’ 
journals are sacking 
their lady contributors 
for economical reasons. 
Their explanation is that 
man’s labour in this class 
of work is far cheaper 
than that of loveliness. 
Well, this is turning the 
tables with a vengeance. 
We were always under 
the impression that the 
introduction of woman labour into the market meant the reduction 
of man’s remuneration, but it seems such is not the case. If this 
state of thing continues to exist, woman will probably take the 
place of man as the family bread winner, and before long we may 
expect to see the male man thing seeing to the children and 


| attending to the household work generally. 


(Saturday, September 24, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A OALENDAR POR TUR WERK ENDING OCTOBER IST, 1899 
__~—— = 


25th September, 1493.—Columbus sailed this day ;, 
Cadiz, at sunrise, on his second voyage. Vasari relates as, 
anecdote of Brunelleschi to that recorded of Columbus, wy; 
born in 1442, four years after Brunelleschi died. This «,, 
architect, being summoned to meet the most learned ime ,, 


day and show his design for a cupola for Florence, refuse 4, 


so, and proposed that theman who could make an egg stand Upright 


on a marble base should be the chosen man, All tried and ; 

when he took the egg, and, with a gentle tap, broke the one vi, 
placed it on the slab. Anyone else could Tavs done the 
thing the learned men protested, to which the architect. y.., 
smile, replied that had they seen his model, they could as «0: 
have known how to build a cupola, os 


oo O—.._".--nW0nnN. 
26th September, 1839.—On this day was exhibites, ,, 


Mr. John Davidson's stall, in Carlisle Market, a cabbage, yj; 
grew in one of the gardens adjoining the Abbey, of the fo}|\;,,, 
dimensions :— lug 


feet in 

The heart measuring in circumference ..,—.., 5 
Do. do. diameter... wes sss Peioal 4 
Length of the bottom leaf ... cee ie As ree Yea 
Breadth of leaf soe ene y) és saa 
Weight... 24lbe, 


27th September, 1799.—Kome, the eternal city, this day 


surrendered to the British, 
“Hate and debate Rome through the world hath spread, 
Ye Roma, amor is, if backward read ; 
Then is it strange Rome hate should foster? No, 
For out of back ward love all hate doth grow.” 


28th September, 1660.—l’epys writes this day, | did eat 


for a cup of tee (a China drink), of which T never had druj 
before.” Lieutenant Burns, in his “ Travels into Bokhara,” ., 
“Nothing is done in this country without tea, which is hand) 
round at all times and hours,and gives asocial character to conver. 
sation, The Uzbeks drink their tea with salt instead of sugar, aud 
sometimes mix it with fat; it is then called ‘keimuk chah,’” 


[Se 
29th September, 1736.—Sir Joseph Jeky!'s Bill prohibi:jns 


the sule of the popular liquor gin, occasioned 80 much excites: 
that the discontent of the populace began to show itself i: 4 
riotous shape, which continued unabated until the close of 173s, 


30th September, 1886.—During the floods which jnnn. 
dated the Godavery district of the Madras Presidency, the natives 
of several villages attempted this day to cut the trench, in order to 
free their own district of water, at the expense of their neigh. 
bours. Ina fight which ensued, one hund natives were killed, 


lst October, 1843.—A blacksmith, named Thomson, this 


day entered the Secession Church, Main Street, Glasgow, and, 
ascending to the pulpit, composedly filled a glass with whisky and 
proposed as a toast, “The Crown and the Congregation.” (1 
attempting to leave, he was seized and conveyed to the police 
station. Next day he was fined £10 for the offence, which, he said, 
had been committed to gain a bet of 5s, 


THE CHIEF ATTRACTION. 


BELIEVE me, if all those endearing young charms 
Which I gaze on so fondly to-day 

Were to change by to-morrow and fleet in my arms 
Like fairy gifts fading away, 

Thou wouldst still be adored as this moment thou art, 
Let thy loveliness fade as it will ; 

For your fortnne—invested in shares and Consols, 

ike me, dear, will cling to you still. 


SPORTING NOTES. 


PROSPECTS of sport in thecoverts around Ball's Pond and Lower 
Dalston are most promising. There will be a deal of shootinz, 
rreferably on nights when there is no moon, before the 2%). 

ight spring vans and furniture pantechnicons are, however, 
reported scarce, in consequence of the great demand. __ 

A correspondent writes from Southend: “A splendid battue 
came off on the sands here last Saturday night. The sportsmen 
came by excursion train from Stratford, and the “ bags” consisted 
of forty-seven cocoanuts, one hundred and fifteen twopenny cigars 
and three gross of glass bottles.” - ; 

The birds on the celebrated Oof Moors are very wild on the winz. 
They were chased with considerable earnestness in the Birkbeck 
preserves on the night of the 12th. Ms 

The well known crack shot, Mr. Harryew Reddy, had _a capital 
day at the “ Upper Welsh Harp,” on Saturday. He complains, nevet- 
theless, of the catering of the Warners, inasmuch as clay pigeons 
make an unsatisfactory pie. A 

We hear of great sport at Alexandra Park, where. on 2 recent 
Saturday, a correspondent shot Charlie White, the bookmaker, for 
“threes” against Stop, when the price was fairly only Iltot. 

Greater sport than any of the above seems probable, however, 
when the young man who wrote the above calls for his wize, 
A, SLOPER having determined to reserve both barrels for hit. 


HE COULD NOT TELL A LIE. 


HE was a man of many wiles (by-the-way, was there | 
travelling manager of a constantly on tour theatrical companys 1" 
was not ?), and when, after years and years of ambitious str ing 
in third rate provincial towns, he achieved the truly great. i) i 
became “man in front” of a real Strand house, bis vanity ane © 
shirtfront knew no bounds, 1 nek 

But there was a needy critic, engaged upon © much angie 
paper, who was something of a thorn in his side. Althouyz La 
critic (having an English wife and eleven dirty nosed some Wr 
critics at home at Ball's Pond) lunched as a rule ona caer ie 
and a penn’orth of pears, and dined at an unobtrusive « (a i 
beef-house, he liked to have it thought that he and hie fay 
followed in the giddy wake of haut ton and flew from town 2- 
as Goodwood was over and stayed away until the winter = Sheet 
iu. In his paper he actually said he did it,and re-wrote an’ thee 
out column upon column from Cassell’s “ The Continent, au: ie 
to See It,” in support of his statement. One | Miss 
ill-starred person got up a matinée during his suppose: phere is 
he invariably began his report of the proceedings with dest 
no rest for the overworked critic! From the yellow eter vie ; 
delightful Trouville was | called on Tuesday to the du Bd: Ne 
deserted Strand, to witness the production of a piece © eth 
Sleep All Night ; or, Fried Tripe,” etc.,etc., and, consequent! 
ambitious, once travelling man in front feared him. _ 

“T wouldn't have bothered you about giving me ® gain che 
this holiday season,” he said, quite apologetically, tothe Ske Shon: 
he met him one day by the merest accident ina lager reamnureds 
“but that we're doing such remarkable business. House cr 
I assure you—standing room only.” . 

“Bosh!” ejaculated the critic, haughtily. f 

“ Well, look ‘ere, old man” (it was a great piece 0 Aes 
to call him “old man,” but the manager chanced dat hat theres 
a fiver any night you like to say you'll call this wee th: 
only standing room.” coe +44 the critic. 

“Allright, Vl bet you. Thursday night, replied is eee at tive 

There was only about seventeen shillings in the hour ek 
minutes to eight on the Thursday yl and the ¢r! 
coming at eight. The manager grew desperate. scatranpents 

Cd Here, Bioatwead he called to one of his. understir! ir 
“hurry up! Just pack away ail those empty chairs int: nny toe? 
and hang ont the Standing Room Only boards, I can! 
teil a lie than George Washington could.” 
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“No, sir,” he s: 
da devastatng 
sion ain't nea 
per coves a-giv 
became sudde 
ighters afore I 
ht ‘ave they t 
th them and th 
honest.” 
It wasa ragged 
ve vent to the 
umand milk ¢ 
“ Did Lever tell 
rly ‘unped me 
in't been on di 
on't mind if I 


Ww.” he continue 
sicht) younger 
Kin’ and one 
ds ay Just oul 
mirse, A fair a 
Koat, and no 
en |ups to ‘im 
cied Pd seed 
conntrs, he 
petike, and te 
Coes fram a 
the friend he 
with. In ¢ 
friend was 
oO mine, and 
it all like a 
I walks ‘im te 
wie factory, ane 
Orms Out as "e' 


t, which ‘e mop: 
my, a8 wos part 
as for ‘astening 
surgests dinnet 
Wout as mone 
tin’ into my ‘ea 
usual yarn abo 
h ‘is ugly mou 
my ‘e works th 
T our tickers a 
ids on top to giv 
ontidence in wa 
ont come back 
man ad left wor 
Hal for lush an 
we seed we'd b 
Ticks as well, N 
hbraps Twill; 
Id mornin’. 
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ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


STEEDS ON THE STAGE. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOx. 


Augustus Harris has engaged the once famous Volu 


ptuary (the Grand 
a ‘nal winner of 1884) for a leading part in the new Old J 


RACEHORSES, like 


tr, Derry, September 11th, 1892. 
LLY,—The following i 


neident may possibly astoniah 
you—it simply flabbergasted me:—I1n the purse ne eeniah 


humans, now go on le canvasser for a work of int 

y is setting 

the fashion), 

Hippic histrions, there- 
fore, will soon be the 


rage 
In dramas of pastime 


est pronounced 


A Grand National “ pet” 
on the National stage. 


‘twould be a 

good thing— 

Twould benefit some 

you and J’know ; 

If some steeds stopped 
running some backers 
would sing— 

Or they ought, for 
‘twould save them 
much rhino; 

Twould pay many 
backers to give a good 


‘| f independent don t-care-a-blankishness, tha 
f the following 


accordance with the orders given to the bucolic w 
the honour of serving us. It woulda 


to disseminate knowledge, moral paloaophy, and 


To owners to send certain “ gees’ 
So owners of “ stiff ‘uns 
(You cannot well deem 
Haste away to Swarris, 
And let that Knight 
You'll then have the praises of SLo 
For sending your “ certs ’ 
—— 


WHY HE CHUCKED IT. 


” on the stage. 


»s0phic proverbs, and above all, his 
just take this advice 


pnduess for the spirit which has iuspire 
from his adm 


and such, in a trice, 
train them fo 


1 


P.S.—The name of the pub. in which 
occurred is “The Old English Gentleman." 


on the stage, 


pursuit of my calling 
erest concerning this 
it hostelry with a friend 
© the good old English 
well known traditions of 


I a in your wisdom and keen 
ve immortalized, and which, as a disciple of the 


h you from week to week strive to inculcate into 


on a foreign shore, 
wo of ‘ Unsweetened ° 
’—but in response to 
€—s0 cool, yet so in- 
. brow produced to my asto- 
on my inquiring as to whose especial order this 
gated to your humble apostle, I was told witha 
t it was in due 
aiter who had 
Ppear that vour noble efforts 
| esd thera- 


* where, all 
out his wise maxims, his 

ure and un- 
f this effusion 


DONALD Hay. 
1 this incident actually 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


—He Finps He's 1x Bap OpouR aT HAWARDEN, 
INTO his spouse's cosy room 


“No, sir,” he said, mournfully, and there w 
pi a devastatng odour of gin cold in his si 
sion ain't near wot it used to be, and all 
per coves A-givin’ On us away so constant, 

p became suddenly fierce—“if I could onl 


as a wealth of sadness 
“no, sir, the per- 
along o’ them noose- 

Blimey !”"—and here 
y strangle one o' the 


Soft stepped the Troglodyte Antique, 
ressed a kiss upon the bloom 
Of Madame Sloper's blooming chique, 


“Now, fare thee well, my well admired, 


izhters afore I 'ooks it I shoul 


B y in my corfin. 
ht ‘ave they to go exposin’ t 


of a perfession? Wot 


And be thou widowed for a wique ; 


By gratitude and love inspired, 


th them and the “ D.s,” bloomed if it don’t a'most pay better tu 


It wasa ragged, old and drink soaked s 


The bowers of Hawarden I must sique.” 


Then wept the sorrowing dame full sore, 


f humanity who 


ve vent to the above beautiful e slowly absorbed 


sentiment, as h 


Till SLOPER gently lisped,* I'll twique 


Your boko if you howl and roar. 


um and milk at a well known ¢ 


| early house’ 
“Did Lever tell yer, sir," 


*in Covent Garden. 
ur chance ac 


quaintance, “wot 


Tis really meet that I should spique 


My thanks to William for the fain- 


tly ‘umnped me with the bloomin’ 
in't been on drinkin’ terms w 
Hon't mind if I do, 
ill orf the milk, miss, 


game? Why 


r in corse I ain't ; 
ith yer above two 


‘ours. Thanks, 


A copy of that essay fine 
“It's nigh on eight year ago 


Ww.” he continued, “and [ was 
younger and 
pkin’. and one afternoon [ 
a jay Just outside Chairing 
A fair mug ‘e wos to 
DK at, and no error, 
en | ups to ‘im and says as [ 
cied Pd seed ‘im before in 
conntrs, he sez ‘Yes,’ 
bpeuike. and tells ine where 
Comes from and the name 
the friend he wos going to 
In corse I finds 
was a particular 
omine, and the jay swal- 
itall like a lamb, 
I walks im to the n 
factory, and on the way 
orms out as ’e'd got the best 
t of twenty quid to do ‘imself u 
Il yon, sir, | twigged ’i 
Duzht we ‘ad a minty 
Dtleman wot ‘ed ‘ave, a 
‘e mops, and gi 


And, though of it one single line 


Exclaimed—* I'll flam old Bill that I'm 
A man of vast Tesearch, and ique 
The deepest dabbler of our time 
In Welsh, Assyrian, Scotch and Grique.” 


And oft, while seated in the train, 


“Much wealth ['ll from thia visit gain, 
For in my William's ear [’ll squique 
ch flatteries soft and sweet, that he, 
In deep, deep gratitude, will sique 
Tu be allowed to write for me 
My famed ‘ Vagaries’ wique by wique.” 


But, when he reached the Premier's side, 

“ Odzooks ” cried William, with a shrique, 
* An idiot calf but lately tried 

Some idiot spite on me to wrique, 
And has the veriest calf alive— 

This blithering, bellowing calf—the chique 
Not only through my grounds to drive 

But thus my private bower to sique?” 
Then William’s boot made passing sore 

The latter end of Rosybique, 
And townward travelling, SLOPER swore 

In Welsh, Assyrian, Scotch and Grique! 


P on during ’is visit. And when 


s gold chain an 
job on, and no kid, 
nd nothink'd soot ‘im 
‘its arf through a secon 
ts with me then, strolls in 
§ things a bit, but the flat dic 
private room, 
ly, and lush—wel 


you can guess | 
Well, I arsks my 
but a bottle of the 
d bottle afore Flash 
casual like. Jimmy 


and ‘as asa good 
1, there it was a’most 
dinner, Jimmy slings 
‘im, and the m 
n, a-suckin’ it all in likea h 
and the end of it wos we ‘ands 
f flash flimsies and a few reaf 
goes orf, just to show 
nutes, ten minutes, but 
1 come up tosay 
€ wos goin’ to settle fur everyth 
wos six pun’ eleven. 
fairly mahogany, 
never had no‘ 
; it ¢s wonderful co 


Wout as money cou 
tin’ into my ‘ead, [ te 
usual yarn about the 

i ¥ mouth wide ope 
orks things in fine 
ers and purses, 


AND HE STILL LIVES. 

Strand, and they met face to face, “ My dear boy,” 

exclaimed Sponger, ha the man I wanted to see. I'm in great 

want of a ‘tenner,’ on 

noon.” Mugby’s heart sank within him, and then a happy thought 
“Oh, yes!” he answered, Cheerfully, and Sponger’s face 

expanded, “you'll find two or three tenors at the Gai 

nothing of baritones 

moment he had plunged into the 


which usually occupies the roadway, and was lost to sight. 


fortin as ‘ad bin left IT was in the 


Bont come back ; 
man ‘ad left word 
hill for lush and grub 
we seed we'd bin done 
Ticks as well. No, | 
VP raps | will 


and then the andlor 


Cuss? Well, you 
, and lost our whole bay 
ce agin—well, 
to the stuinmick of 


“art to commen 


No. 13.—Drees IN THE Cup oF BuIss, 

& months three, by the broad blue sea, 

n holiday freaks employed myself ; 

And, with every manner of sport and spree, 
Oh! haven't I just enjoyed myself? 

I was pale as a ghost, I was dying almost, 
When | hither from town conveyed myself, 
But I've sniifed the brine on this healthful coast 
as strong as an ox I've made myself, 


Of jolly good cheer, in mine inn down here, 


There's naught that I've ever refused myself, 
And with charming 


Ah, gaily I've daily amused nyself. 


I've from worry and care, and from wear and tear, 
Like a jovial Briton, released myself ; 

But my joy is now turned to acute despair— 
Of my last red cent I have fleeced myself, 


So I pray you to print my address, and hint 

(Though with shame I could poison or burn myself) 

o your readers to send me some cash, by dint 

Of which | to town Inay return myself ! 
(Not if we know it, sir!’ We won't hav 
in this brazen and_ brassless way. We are making elaborate 
to have you smuggled home ina cattle truck ; and 
‘ase attempt to make us a begging-letter medium, we 
ave no more of your verse till you have learnt better 
”) 


eee eee 

GIRLS OF THE « FRIV.”’ 
No. 65,—STELLA VANCOUVER. 

THERE lived 


2 Stella who, of yore, 

8 admiration stir 

ift, that aye his “journal” 
e 


proof of his esteem for her. 
perchance, the genial Swift 
‘esent era live, 

h poetic gift, 
rentg Stella of the 


Oh. how, with hig 


Stellas underneath the eun 
Vho hold my heart in thrall there 
re— 


are 
A famed Star Lady one, and one 
4 hot less famous 
The eae Stella's screeds can 
ounded pleasure give, 

gh my soul the accents 
Of girl-star Stella of the “ Priv.” ! | arrangements 
e ink diffusing belle 


Streetward 1 did | behaviour—Ep. 


“A. 8. H.-H 


ed Ernest on me fell, 
ed me fiercely down the 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSAN DS. 

0e8 A cow give milk ?—Because, if she sold it, she wouldn't 

commonsense to water it first, 

WHY were the African slaves very unreliable people ?—Becausc 
ways anxious to take a liberty. 

~ THE Rule of Three: A yard-stick. 


“Constant Reader”: One of the “ regulars" at the 
Library, 


So, since he's thus resolved to 


cere desire to give 
- 
Pop” to Stella of the “'Friv."! 


British Museum 


Ous essay which he wrote last wique 
prove that my illustrious name 
ould ANAX ANDRON be in Grique,” 


Obtained he from his bidliothique, 


He did not understand, the Frique 


fe murmured low, with smirkings slique— 


_—_—>__—_ 


y for a day or two, but I want one this after- 


ety bar, to say 
und basses, Ta-ta, old man!" and the next 
seething mass of liquid mud 


—_——_——____ 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 


girls, on the charming pier, 


in 


e our readers imposed on and 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE LADY ELFRIDA. 


(A STORY OF THE CRUSADERS.) 


CHAPTER If, 
“WHAT ho, without !" roared the Baron de Torquiville. “What 
Who waits without?" 
“Tis 1, my lord, your faithful Pasquail,” said an aged servitor, 
as he advanced ’ 
towards his 
“ Ha, ‘tis well!” 
said the Baron, 
“Is all quiet 


“All's quiet, 

my lord, abroad.” 
‘ 

t 


“ Ahum—”"” 


where.is the Lady 


- Upstairs, my 


the aged servitor, 
in an awed whis- 


“Ts she quiet?” 
“Well, hardly ; 


might be worse. 
She has not par- “ 


anyone to-day, 
The man-at-arms, 
whom she flung 
downstairs, has 


some bruises,” 
‘* Do you mean to assert that she h 
“Yes, so far as generally known; 
patch of plaster across 
she also has incurre 
powerful vessel is Elfrida, anc 
will bea blessing to anyone 
ould bea sad blow to me to lose 
[ would bear up under it.” 
n rested his massive 
heaved a sigh, He was no warlike lookit 
had passed over his head had g 


as only assaulted one to-day 2?" 
but one of her maids has a new 
and those who dare 
ress’ displeasure.” 

1 I have no hesitation in 
8a helpmate of 
her by her mar- 


to notice any- 


ringe, but | think 


The aged Baro chin upon his hand and 


ig haron, The vears which 
rerience that the 
war led a pre- 
carious existence. 

It was true the Baron’s 


iven him the ex 


from taking part in the 
caused him to be looked 


his contemporaries, but 
the Baron cared not, in 
these latter days, 
that; in fact, he had 
ainple reason for con- 


those who had engaged 


while yet youths were 
long since dead, and the 
few who survived were 
in a somewhat fragmen- 


there were who had lost 
arms, some had lost legs, 
but by far the greater 
number slept 
family vaults with their 
forefathers, As the good 
old Baron thought of 
these things he heaved 
& contented sigh 
deeds might not forma 
theme for song to future 
minstrels, but he had at 
least the comforting as alive and kickable, if 
not kicking. 

But with all his 
Toryuiville had a dom 
the Lady Elfrida, 
pleasant person t 
death the Baron had often w 
could ever have 
sympathized not with 
she look with sympath 
was a pioneer inthe te 
family beer in the matter of its stre 
local veto in regard to its 
consumption, 

The proud _ position 
attained by the Lady EI- 
frida had been achieved 
strictly by right of con- 
She ruled with 
an iron hand, and many 
of the retainers knew by 
experience the weight of 
that hand. 
sighed for the time when 
some 
would lead her to the 
altar, but suitors 
hitherto been shy after 
making the lady's vigor- 
ous acquaintance. 
old Baron had invited 
several eligible parties, 
hope that the 
lady would transfer the 
tavour of her vigorous 
management 
other 
they had seen too much, 


reflection that he w 


peace and comparative comfort, the Baron de 
estic thorn in his side, and that thorn was 
Ilis wife had been a quiet and 
gz with during her life, and since her 
ch peace loving parents 
ha warlike chil 
her father's peaceful inclinations, neither did 
iy on his simple pleasures. The Lady Elfrida 
ytnd not only supervised the 
ngth, but also ox 


his only child. 


ondered how su 
+ been blessed with sue 


Tmperance cause 


quest, 


matters had 
pected to pass from the 
problematical 
certain. 

The Baron had 
solved that he would 
interfere no more. 
had heard that his dau 
young De Branegold, 
other eve and breathed 
her temper in these 


The Baron's late wife. 


chter had had lonely interviews with the 

and when he heard it, he merely winked the 

a humble prayer that the lady might keep 

clandestine meetings. 

restrain herself for a few weeks longer what 

result?) Marriage and the departure of Elfrida. Joy! 
OTe be continued nert week, ) 


If she could only 
might not be the 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE GIRL OF TO-DAY. 
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My) Mee Heal 


Anxious Mamma (refleetively). I think it almoe tin. 
to think about having Lottie’s skirts made a litt).:) 


Vol. IX 


vr, 


No, 274.—Mr. H. T. Jonsson, F.0.S, 
“The snbiect of the above picture and the foregoing biogra- 
hical sketch, althonyl identical with *The Intelligent 
oreigner,’ familiar ty us in the pages of Fun, remains an (-~ s \ Nee - 
Englishman, He was born ~ortly before the Battle of Balaclava, /: ; \\ 
and took the earliest opportunity of revenging himself upon his Clara, Oh! this is the hand T wear my engagement ring on, Animated clothes-pegs at Ramsgate. 
‘ | godfathers and godmothers for getting him a ducking by re- ee 


¢ | citing to them ‘The Charge of the Ligiit Brigade.’ Not content 
with this, in boyhood he wrote verses of his own, and, going 
ae | from verse to prose, found editors and publishers ready and 
\ willing to accept them. In early manhood, he carried out his 
Py fell scheme of becoming a popular author by writing ‘Jack of 
| Hearts,’ * Honours Divided,’ and, later, ‘A Ghastly Fraud, over 
f the first named of which our American cousins went into rap- 
tures, He frequently writes complete sturies for various papers, 
i) partly for the fun of the thing, but more often for the oof 
| Y appending to it. He wrote Love and Politics tur Mrs. Bernard | 
Beere, but we are afraid he knows more about the former than 
the latter. Not content even with this, our hero has written a 
three-act comedy, which is to be produced during the coming 
1 | winter season, and is calculated to startle playgoers generally. 
Mainly on account of having made the reading world sit up 
with *That Man Cheedlepump,’ H. T. J. was created F.O.S., and 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ was presented to him September 
1th, 1892."— Dehrett Improved. | 


“How doth the little busy bee improve each shining hour.” 


(1). Tt was all on account of that cholera scare. Signor Grunti was just practising | screws and bone-jabbers!” bawled the doctor, visions of newspaper fame fvatiu: 
some of those terrific low notes of his the other day in the privacy of his own apart- | before his eyes. The next moment an excited mob might have been seen will 
| 
| 


ment, when his landlady chance to peep in and observe him. She fled in wild alarm. ing the record in the direction of Shark's abode.— (5). Aud just as ti 
—(2). “Here. you good-for-nothing !" she shrieked to her lord ard master, as she basso had accomplished a note s9 profound that it crinkled up the sules o 
hustled him out of the house, * off you go to the doctor's, and don’t stop to part your and-sixpenny “ hand sewns,” he found Jiimself ruthlessly seized, rolled in 
hair. The bloomin’ fifth fluor's full of cholera up to the chin! Roarin’ and groanin’ and borne through tle streets to a hospital remote from the haunts of ma 
enough to melt the ‘eart of a flat iron. Scoot !“——(3). Then poor Sharks went and \ Explanations at last set Lim free, but, alas! shorn of his Samsonian, and thus deprive! 
hung on to Dr. Slasher’s bell for all he was worth.—(4). “ Buttons, bring the thumb- of alivelibood, For who would listen to a singing man who cuts his hair’ 


ee 


i / : 7; 7/7 GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. THERE'S THE POINT. TICKLISH QUESTION. 
—_ ‘fe — 
Bes ey Ty, if 

May ll Yd Wt 


Sportsman. Hullo! all by yourself ? 

She. No, I have four turkeys and a goose with me. 
Sportsman. | can't see the goose. 

She. Pity yon didn’t. bring a lonkine-class with you. 


“The g 
bh ssing. 01 
of oue of Da 
“the girls 
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| *Arry waftad through the air, , =< ~ 
: “"Armony is everywhere ; i ‘ t eriber 
, ‘Arps ain't in it,” 'Arry sings: “Beard trimmed? Yes, sir. How would you like it shaped?” “Wonder whether I can squecze her ™- ; ee ® 
t “Concertinas, them's the things!" No. 28,—Flora. “ Pointed at the chin.” screaming ?" ee oon ti : 
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